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A fare wel te the Pockifi d Tewn- /t. 


A Country Girl in a Paragon Gown, 
That never yet knew the tricks of the crown z 


Did lately delude 8 taring Gallant, 


„ 1 


Who juſt ſuch an innocent Virgia did wane; 
and ſince he's enjoy'd her I heard him proteſt 
That of all other Miſſes ſhe pleaſed him bet, 


To an excellent new Play-houſe Tune, 


Called, The mock Tane to the French Rant. 


be me the Laſs that's true Country bzed, 
I With paragon gown, f raw Hat on her head; 
Iteding upon-gsod Bacon and Beang, 
But never knew what jilting means. 


What though her skin be fawny and courſe, 
Flocks ſhe lyes on, Gel kiſs nt the wozle; 

Clap ſhe ne'r had like Mils of the Town, 

That's painted and patcht, and lyes up and down. 


What though her ſpeech be ümple and plain, 

She knows not what flattering complements 

Af bawdy you ſpeak, ſbe bluthes t ſmiles, (mean 
Duch innocent charms ſtend of beaukp begulleg. 


With Allowances 


Free from ditempers in every part, 

Where ever ſhe likes ſhe loves from her heart, 
She's not foz a minute like thoſe of the Trade, 
Foz pleaftng enjoyment fo2 ever he's made. 


— 


She has not the trick ok fozcing delight, 

But ads with like pleaſures each dap & eachnight - 
Each moment ſhe's dping, ſo hot is her fire, 

And never does kiſs but with perfect: dellre. 


do ſound is her Nature, che'g alwaſes fn health, 
Her kiſſeg are (weet which the gives me by ſttalth 
When e' ve J am dull, and fit Ughing alone, 


She'l fing me a long of young Tommy and Jone. 


The hair of her dead is as black ag a Crow, == What though her countey Tones dots ſeen rude? 
She's very well Hap'd, not too high noz too 100; And cannot with eloquence others delude, 
All parts are inviting in e'ry degree, ) Tis no matter ko; that, che has won my heart o, 


Eſpecially. tholt we are fozbidven to ſee. I ſhall love her ko; ever foz a trick that J know. 


Bepond all expꝛeſling ſhe ſweeteng ous joys, 

So equally manage now each others flame, And doubtleſs he's full of fine Gicls and fine boys 
That neither's deceſv'd, noz can ever be tlop'd, [She's kind and ſhe's true, ſo conſtant does pꝛobt, 
But both alke bꝛisk after pleaſure's enjop d. Lag ne'r will admit any Rival in Lobe. 


Dur Pifles 8'th' Town act contrariwile, Tye Butter ſlye Piſs map ſcoff if ſhe will, 
They ne'r take delight but in hopes of a p2izt ; And ſwear that my Country Nanny wants Skill: 
Their defice is pall'd befoze they begin, To (po2t and to kiſs, but lie vow ſhe*s bet eſbed, 
Becauſe they each day make a Trade of their in. She has judgement enough if J may be believ'd. 


Py Nanny and I (fo? that is her name) 


Such harmleſs embꝛates would ravith ones ſou!, 


Their blood is eozrupted, their bodies are fow!, 
Though old age and envy ſtand by to controul:' 


They ſwear loud enough to damn body and ſoul ; 


They clap all ther Cullies,and their pockets pick, 
And ſend the young fop home fo a while to be fick, 


With ea doze ot rare Pills, e eme other fine laps, 
They keep em (elves under the notion of Claps, 
Which elt would arrive to the bzidge of the noſe, 
But that they prevent by a Turpentine doze. 


p Nanny and Jer? free from: vileale,; 

e ner are in danger let's do what we pleale; 
Me hugg end we kiſg, we lpozt and we plap, 
And le pfealures we dad to find a new war 


Her killes a man almoft dead will revive, 
N9 better are had from no woman alive. 


All that J have ſaid of my Nanny fs true, 
And moze Ge deſerves {f J gave her her due. 


| But this all ſuffice, and my labour {ie ſabe, 


Left you all fall a long ing fo; what pou can, have 
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